encounter* On all sides the hills rolled blackly away in
the starlightj or when the road dipped into valleys
where the ruts were already stiffening into ironlike
shards that clattered beneath Perry*s hooves^ they stood
darkly towering and sinister overhead, lifting their
leafless trees against the spangled sky. Where a stream
of winter seepage trickled across the road Perry5s feet
crackled brittlely in thin ice and Bayard slacked the
reins while the pony snuffed at the water. He drank
from the jug again.

He fumbled a match clumsily in his numb fingers
and lit a cigarette^ and pushed his sleeve back from his
wrist. Eleven-thirty. "Well, Perry/9 his voice sounded
loud and sudden in the stillness and the darkness and
the cold, "I reckon we better look for a place to hole
up till morning." Perry raised his head and snorted,
as though he understood the wordsf as though he would
enter the bleak loneliness in which his rider moved if he
could. They went on5 mounting again.

The darkness spread away? lessening a little pres-
ently where occasional fields lay in the vague starlight^
breaking the monotony of trees; and after a time dur-
ing which he rode with the reins slack on Perry?s neck
and his hands in Ms pockets, seeking warmth between
leather and groin, a cotton house squatted beside the
road, its roof dusted over with a frosty sheen as of
silver. Not longs he told himself, leaning forward and
laying his hand on Perry9s neckf feeling the warm, tire-
less blood there, "House soon, Perry, if we look sharp.5*

Again Perry whinnied a little, as though he under-
stood, and presently he swerved from the road, and as
Bayard reined him backs he too saw the faint wagon
trail leading away toward a low vague clump of trees*
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